ROBESPIERRE
had spoken, saying: "There is but one way to meet
obstacles—smash them!" And Mirabeau, amidst thun-
derous applause, had shouted that, if the Assembly
would declare none but the person of the King inviol-
able, he would denounce in writing those responsible
for the orgy at the palace—ay, unto the Queen herself!
But, while they had applauded Robespierre's and
Mirabeau's radical utterances, the deputies of the Third
Estate (not to speak of the others) were not at all
charitably inclined towards the bedraggled mob that
now made its noisy appearance before the building.
Mirabeau himself, when news of the march of the
women had reached him by private messenger, had
slipped behind the President's chair and had whispered
to him: "Feign that you are ill. Go to the palace. Tell
them, if you wish, that you have it from me: Paris is
marching on us. There is not a moment to lose!" It was
as if now, for the first time, the deputies of the Third
Estate fully realized the danger that threatened their
own class if the spirit of revolution were allowed to set
into ferment the lower strata of society. Many of them,
from that day on, decided to call a halt and drew closer
to the King, But Robespierre did not want the Revolu-
tion curbed. He looked at the bedraggled women, at
the faces that spoke of privation, and thought that it
must go on and on until the living conditions of just
such people as these had been greatly improved. When
Maillard made his appeal to the Assembly and some of
the deputies heckled him, he came to his aid. Incisive,
deadly in earnest, he made himself the advocate of the
populace. For the first time Paris and Robespierre
looked each other eye to eye. Paris would not forget!
At midnight, Versailles, that had seen so much
excitement that day, was wakened by renewed roll of
drums—Lafayette at the head of fifteen thousand men.

